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Chicken Run 


by HeyHiHell0 


Summary 


The small flock had been rehomed from a family that had kept them in their backyard. Not an 
unhealthy living situation, but when the local HOA had changed some of the neighborhood 
rules regarding livestock and animal ownership, the small clutch of hens had arrived at M&V 
Rescue. 


There were four hens in total, sort of pathetic, anxious things that were just waiting for a 
rooster to take them under-wing. 


They were still adjusting to the farm after living such a cozy life in the middle of a well-off 
neighborhood, under the ownership of two fathers that liked the baby and spoil them at any 
chance. They were used to a well padded coop and personalized nests that they bedded down 
in each night. 


There wasn’t anything like that for them at M&V Rescue. 


Notes 


other tags: afab language used for trans masculine characters 


this was such a fun bit of animal play to write (4) heed the warnings !!! and let me know if i 
missed any tags 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Vince opened the door to the chicken coop, allowing the warm, orange light of the morning 
sun to spill over the sawdust covered concrete. 


Almost immediately Ross shoved past him, eager to get to his flock after being kept separate 
from them the whole night. Vince had decided that keeping the rooster separate on and off 
throughout the week was healthier for the new chickens as they settled into their new home. 


Ross was a good rooster too, firm toned muscles and a heavy cock between his legs despite 
his smaller stature. He was dwarfed by the hens, but that didn’t stop him from puffing up to 
dutifully defend his flock as well as boss and bully them around. 


A dull silver ring was wrapped around his balls, keeping them pulled down into a bulging 
impressive package, that also gave him the stamina to keep up with all his hens. 


Ross was kept perpetually plugged as well, the thick bulb pumped inside his ass to keep him 
open. Feathers protruded from the end, arching up and giving Ross an impressive tail to 
flaunt and woo the hens with. A stiff line of elastic stretched between locked bands around 
his thighs and ankles as well, keeping him in a perpetual half-crouch. 


He could straighten them with enough effort, so his thighs and ass bulged with muscle, but it 
was always easier to stay in that half-crouch. Even at full height, he would only come up to 
Vince’s chest, and with the bands restricting him, he was at most, as tall as Vince’s waist. 


His arms were folding up, hands covered in tight mitts, with his wrists bound to his biceps. 
He grunted and huffed at Vince, flapping his wings in an effort to get him to hurry up. 


“T’m coming, I’m coming,” Vince reassured with a laugh, cupping Ross’s ass and then giving 
him a swat to send him fluttering forward. “You miss your flock, huh?” 


Ross rolled his eyes but obediently stepped aside for Vince to unlock the final door of the 
coop. 


The beam of light swept inward, across cold concrete, finally meeting the dusty ground and 
warming a line of straining, shuffling toes. 


Immediately, the bodies perched on the rung began to squirm at Vince’s presence, the line of 
hens flapping their wings and begging for attention. To be let down. They had to be careful 
how they moved, as each one was held up by a thick dildo buried deep in their cunts. 


“Good morning, everyone,” Vince said, Ross pushing past him to sniff and check up on each 
little hen. 


The small flock had been rehomed from a family that had kept them in their backyard. Not an 
unhealthy living situation, but when the local HOA had changed some of the neighborhood 
rules regarding livestock and animal ownership, the small clutch of hens had arrived at M&V 
Rescue. 


There were four hens in total, sort of pathetic, anxious things that were just waiting for a 
rooster to take them under-wing. 


They were still adjusting to the farm after living such a cozy life in the middle of a well-off 
neighborhood, under the ownership of two fathers that liked the baby and spoil them at any 
chance. They were used to a well padded coop and personalized nests that they bedded down 
in each night. 


There wasn’t anything like that for them at M&V Rescue. 


Vince had been very happy with the top surgery results of each one at least, commending the 
couple on finding a good vet to do the procedure. The scarring was minimal for each and they 
even kept their sensitive little nipples that hardened into tight peaks after just a few swipes of 
Vince’s thumb. 


Each hen also had a wonderfully healthy cunt that accepted Vince’s fingers easily, opening up 
and dripping slick as he pumped them in and out. 


“Rhode, sweet,” Vince said, approaching the first hen on the perch. 


The boy mewled, lips spread wide around a thick cock gag that prevented them from getting 
too fussy during the night and bothering their neighbors as well. His dark, ruddy hair was 
fluffy, growing out from a buzz cut, but coming in nicely. His pale skin had started to color 
after the long days in the sun, and soon it would be a nice even tan. 


His brown eyes were red with tears, the skin underneath starting to bag a little since all of the 
hens hadn’t quite adjusted to their sleeping conditions yet. 


He flapped his wings at Vince eagerly, dancing on his tiptoes and whimpering as the 
movement also made him wiggle on the thick dildo spreading his cunt. Any drool that had 
oozed during the night had dried on his chin, and Vince cupped his cheek, rubbing the mess 
away. 


All of the hens were gagged like that. 


And each hen had similar bands on their thighs and ankles, the elastic stretched to straining 
as they struggled to get their feet back on the floor and give them a little support. Eventually, 
they would have similar muscles to Ross, but for now, they satisfied themselves by dancing 
from foot to foot, to give their legs brief moments of rest so they didn’t exhaust themselves 
too quickly. 


“Good morning, sweet thing,” Vince said, thumbing away the tears at the corners of his eyes 
as, at the contact, a couple spilled over. “I hope you had a good night’s sleep.” 


It was almost mocking, but Vince kept his tone sincere and friendly. 


Rhode had the biggest cock of the bunch, and his clit now stood out tall and proud. Morning 
wood. The insides of his thighs were slick and wet, and as Vince hooked a hand on the inside 
of one of his knees, Rhode mewled as his legs were pulled open and he sunk down on the toy 
another inch. 


He was still up on his tiptoes, the muscles in his legs no doubt burning at this point. 


“T bet you’re ready to get down and spend all day scratching in the yard, hm?” Vince said, 
teasing his fingers upward, to where the lips of Rhode’s cunt were spread wide. 


Rhode nodded, bobbing his head and flapping his wings. 


The hens were always eager, in more ways than one, since being filled all night without any 
stimulation on their clits made them eager to cum. 


Vince smiled and moved onto the next hen. 


“Plymouth.” 


The boy was stockier, salt and pepper hair hanging into his eyes. His thighs were chubby, 
clamped tight around his own perch, his flushed drooling cunt almost hidden behind the soft 
flesh. 


He whimpered as Vince approached, shaking his head a little and trying to bat at him with his 
wings. 


They were too stubby and too short to actually protect himself from Vince’s roaming hands. 
Vince squeezed the hen’s thighs, pinching at his stomach and appreciating that heft and rolls. 


“Ah, ah,” he tutted. “No need to be shy.” 


He peeled Plymouth’s thighs open, exposing the hen’s significantly smaller clit and the fat, 
well-endowed lips of his cunt quivering and gripping the fake cock buried deep inside of him. 
Vince would see the clench of the muscles as Plymouth milked the cock, squirming on his 
perch. 


“There’s a good boy,” Vince said, giving the inside of Plymouth’s thigh a slap before moving 
on. 


Ayem was sort of an odd one out in the group, scrawny but not underfed, with the body of a 
runner. His skin was dark, with bright, brown eyes, and tightly curled hair that was growing 
out of a shave. 


He wasn’t as shy as the others, just stubborn, with a sharp attitude. He would strut around the 
barnyard with his chest puffed out the entire day if Ross wasn’t there to take him down a 


peg. 


Out of all the hens, Ayem’s long, muscled legs actually reached the floor even with the strict 

elastic, letting him squirm on his toes a bit better than the others. It didn’t stop the fake cock 

from burying itself deep inside of him, but he still met Vince with a glare, narrowed eyes and 
untrustworthy squirming. 


He flung his head to the side, nose in the air and eyes squeezed tight as Vince framed his 
proud clit with two fingers, coaxing another gush of wetness from his cunt. 


“Good boy,” Vince said, almost laughing at the contempted huff of Ayem’s indignation. 


The last, but certainly not least, hen on the perch was slumped over, a bit of dried drool 
crusted on his chin. 


His eyes had rolled back at some point but hadn’t closed. Not quite asleep but passed out 
from pure exhaustion, hovering somewhere between fully awake and fully asleep. 


Poor little Wels couldn’t even touch the ground when he was on the perch even if he didn’t 
have the elastic bands keeping his knees half-bent, and Vince had to install a padded collar 
partway up the wall to prevent Wels from slumping forward and falling off the cock during 
the night. 


The boy’s legs hung limply on either side of the perch, his little toes still a good couple of 
inches from the dusty floor. His wings hung loose at his sides, tucked up by his ribs. 


And yet his cunt dripped dutifully, clit twitching every couple seconds, muscles spasming 
even in Wels’s restless sleep. 


Vince chuckled, patting the boy’s cheek but only getting a flutter of the boy’s eyes 
underneath their lids. 


Good enough. 


Each and every one of their stomachs were soft little bumps, filling with soft jelly eggs 
slowly fed into them over the course of the night. Not quite round and pregnent, but still tight 
little mounds, nothing to stretch the skin too much or ruin any of their figures, and Vince 
quite liked how they all looked at the beginning of the day. 


Ross certainly liked them too, puffing up his chest and following Vince after every hen, 
straining up to look over their faces, cocking his head back and forth before giving them 
sharp little pecks on the cheeks. 


He then ducked down, nipping at their thighs until, shivering and shuddering with fresh tears, 
they opened their legs enough to let Ross kiss and nuzzle at each and every clit until each hen 
was flapping and fluttering their wings, desperate to get off their perches and start the day. 


All, except Wels, who was still slumped in his stupor. 


Vince let Ross do his fretting and flustering, the rooster was proud of his flock afterall. He 
just stepped to the side to fiddle with the contraption that raised and lowered the perch. All 
the hens watched him eagerly, squirming and desperate to get their poor little cunts off the 
thick cocks that filled them so firmly the entire night. 


The lever disengaged, the row of cocks all dropped several inches jarringly. 


The hens all erupted in their squawks and squabbles, flapping their wings as the cocks in 
their cunts slammed upward so sharply and with so little warning. Any resistance their 
cervixes clung to was weakened just a bit more as the fake cocks slammed upward, the load 
of eggs safely clutched in their wombs wobbling and shifting. 


But they could finally stand with their feet on the ground again. 


Or, in Wels’s case, finally back down on his tiptoes. 


With another flick of the lever, the cocks lowered again, just enough for each hen to be 
coaxed off their perch and gathered together by Ross, bustling them all outside like the good 
rooster he was. 


They hobbled, a bit awkwardly with their legs bent up and their wings fluttering, as Ross kept 
them in line and huddled together. 


Wels still needed a bit of help, only just starting to come to and whimpering as he squirmed 
and shifted. 


Vince stepped up, undoing the collar around Wels’s neck and catching the poor hen under his 
arms as he fell forward. 


It was easy to lift the small body up off the cock, and finally, once the stretched muscles 
could slump empty, did Wels start to properly stir. 


He snuffled in Vince’s arms, finally starting to flutter his wings. 


“There we go,” Vince murmured, leaning forward so that Wels could finally stand flat footed 
on the floor, keeping his arms around the hen until he felt his muscles finally tighten. 


Even then, he eased away from Wels gently, keeping a steady hold under his wings until he 
was sure the hen wouldn’t topple over. 


Wels blinked and finally focused his eyes, clearing his throat and clucking. 


Vince smiled. “There’s my big boy,” he said, giving Wels a swat on the ass and sending him 
fluttering out the door to join the rest of the flock. 


He had to cover his eyes at the bright sun as Vince stepped out the door to join them, blinking 
to adjust them and then chuckling as Ross already had Rhode on his back, fucking into his 
loose cunt with little abandon. 


The poor hen was in tears, whimpering and gasping since Ross didn’t make much of an effort 
to keep his weight off the egg bulge. 


It was always amusing to see Ross throw his cock around. He was nearly dwarfed by each 
hen with his slight stature but he was much more confident on the barnyard, and he had 
earned his respect. Even when the hens tried to bat him away, Ross knew how to duck their 
blows and knock them off balance. 


And once they were on their backs, there was little they could do to resist the rooster until he 
decided they would be allowed up again. 


So it wasn’t a surprised that Ross had Rhode pinned, just amusing as his balls slapped against 
the hen’s ass as he fucked in and out of his favorite cunt. 


The rest of the hens were all squatting around the grass, faces all screwed up as they strained 
to pass the first of their eggs of the morning. 


“There we go,” Vince said, dusting off his hands on his overalls. ““That’s how hens should 
always be. Nice big clutches of eggs in those wonderful tummies and a nice handsome 
rooster to look after you.” 


The hens all seemed to agree, fluttering their wings and moaning, eyes rolling back as each 
managed to push an egg out at the same time. They plopped into the grass, and Vince smiled 
proudly. 


He left them to it, stepping back into the coop to grab their bag of feed and set about filling 
the empty troughs to be picked over the rest of the day. The watering bulbs had to be washed 
free of dirt and grass before being filled with fresh water from the hose. 


By now, Ross was finished with Rhode, heaving himself off the hen and leaving his cunt 
drooling slick and cum. 


Rhode just moaned, slumped back in the grass and wings and legs splayed open as the 
muscles of his cunt quivered. His womb also twitched, the sublte contractions in his stomach 
making the mound quiver and roll as Rhode desperately struggled to join the other hens in 
reducing the clutch of eggs inside of him 


If they didn’t, they would be mounted back up on their perches and overfilled for the next 
day. 


And none of the hens wanted that. 


Vince watched idly, keeping his thumb clamped halfway over the end of the hose to spray the 
plastic water bulbs clean before filling them. 


Rhode didn’t have much of a sense of dignity, just pure exhaustion as he let out a loud moan, 
calling all attention to him as the first jelly egg slipped out of his womb, spreading his cunt 
and spilling out onto the grass with a burp of Ross’s cum. 


Vince smiled, directing the aim of the hose, the icey cold water directed into a sharp spray 
and nailing Rhode between the legs to clean him up. 


Rhode squealed, wings flapping and legs flailing as his cunt tightened under the cold spray 
and clamped down on any eggs that had started to move downwards. 


Under the encouragement of the freezing water blasting up his cunt, Rhode managed to flap 
his wings and roll himself over, righting himself enough to finally push himself to his feet. 


Sadly, he tried to stand straight, the elastic snapping taut to its limit before ricocheting back 
down and sending Rhode sprawling back into the grass face down and cunt up. 


Vince barked a laugh at the gangly hen, shifting his thumb to force the stream of water into 
an even tighter spray. 


With unfailing accuracy, he kept the freezing water nailed right on Rhode’s cunt, not giving 
the hen a moment of rest until he managed to pull himself up, groaning and flushed. 


This time, he was smart enough to not jump upwards, staying in a submissive crouch that 
didn’t test the elastic on his legs. Only then, did Vince finally pull the water away, letting 
Rhode shake himself with a splutter and try to waddle off. 


With a squawk of humiliation, he had to pause after only a couple steps, dropping into an 
awkward crouch with his legs spread as he passed another egg into the grass. 


Vince snorted in amusement before continuing to wash the water bulbs before finally refilling 
them. 


Ross had moved onto his next hen, bullying poor Plymouth until the larger boy toppled over. 
From there, Ross could bat Plymouth’s thighs open with his wings, flopping across the hen’s 
upper body and using his wings for leverage. 


He lined up his cock, stabbing roughly between Plymouth’s thighs, blindly searching for the 
entrance of Plymouth’s cunt with less than polite manners. 


The hen moaned, whimpering as the fat mushroom head of Ross’s cock met the curve of the 
second egg pushing out of his cunt. 


Ross didn’t let him pass it. The muscles in his ass clenched, powerful and more developed 
than Plymouth’s and there wasn’t much the hen could do as the cock shoved the egg 
backwards up his cunt and slamming into his cervix. 


He croaked, moaning as the egg was forced back through his cervix and then back up into his 
womb. Tears pricked in his eyes as he was temporarily plugged, and his egg laying 
interrupted by Ross’s thick cock. 


Ross didn’t care, his fat balls swinging between his thighs and slapping Plymouth’s ass. Each 
slam forward thrust a jiggle through Plymoths thighs and stomach, no doubt jostling the eggs 
deep inside him. Ross huffed in happiness, hooking his wings around Plymouth’s hips to 
keep the hen underneath him as he started through his next breeding of the day. 


Plymouth’s fat cunt was always the sweetest, the muscles strong and developed, and Ross 
liked the squeeze of his warm body as Plymouth gripped him with his legs. 


With the size difference, Ross could use the hen as a soft bed, burying his face in the hen’s fat 
chest or nuzzling upwards against his neck. His skinny limbs were just a contrast to 
Plymouth’s stocky build, but maybe that was why Ross favored him more than the other 
hens. 


Ross wasn’t smart enough to know exactly what made Plymouth such a good fuck, didn’t 
understand that the fat head of his cock battered against Plymouth’s cervice, weakening it 
with every thrust. 


Each slam of his hips sent it knocking against the plush, donut entrance to Plymouth’s womb, 
and all Ross knew was that he had to keep thrusting until he felt the final give and then the 
delightful squeeze of the new muscles around his sensitive glans. 


He moaned in delight as he sunk in, the head of his cock finally popping into place, 
effectively locking him inside of Plymouth. 


This was why Ross fucked Plymouth second. 


The first hen was always a quick pump and dump to get his stamina up. Plymouth was 
always second, and Ross buried his face in the hen’s warm chest, nuzzling against him as he 
ground his cock in and out the few inches that he could. 


Plymouth gasped and mewled, the tugging on his womb just making his cunt tighten up and 
flutter to Ross’s delight. 


It was far more uncomfortable for him to have Ross’s cock buried so deeply inside of him, 
and the ache of womb-fucking meant that any pleasure he got grinding his clit upwards was 
off-set by the slight pain. It pushed back his orgasm, giving him just as much stamina as Ross 
as the rooster moaned in delight. 


Vince gave the locked chickens an approving nod, bending down to pat Ross on the ass, 
directly under his flailing tail feathers that bobbed and swayed with his little grinding. 


He stepped past them then, unfolding the top of the bag of feed and grabbing the scoop 
inside. He dug it deep into the contents, the dry mix of pellets and kibble and corn a healthy 
alternative to keep all the hens in tip top shape. 


Vince carried it to the trough that was staked into the dirt to prevent it from being toppled 
over by any clumsy wings, and scattered the food along the length of it. He added a second 
scoop, making sure that it was spread evenly before refolding up the bag of feed. 


He clicked his tongue, patting his thigh as if he were whistling for a dog. 


“Hens!” he called. “Here, boys!” 


And as much as the hens all wanted to totter and get as much distance as they could before 
their turn came up with Ross, while their wombs were full, their stomachs were growling and 
empty. And as humiliating as it was to peck at the feed in the trough, it was better than 
nothing. 


Rhode, Ayem, and Wels all fluttered up to him, flapping their wings to keep their balance as 
they tried to walk faster than the elastic on their legs would let them move. They crowded 
around Vince’s legs, fluttering their wings and craning their necks up at him, presenting their 
faces and eager to have their gags removed for the day. 


Vince carefully unbuckled each one, appreciating the embarssed blushes as the hens avoided 
looking at his eyes as they gently spat the cock gags into his palm. When they were all 
removed, Vince slipped them into his pocket, planting his boot between the three hens when 
they all tried to scramble for the food. 


“Ah, ah, ah,” he said. “I need each of you to lay an egg.” 


It was mostly routine at this point, since the jelly eggs now speckled the grass around them 
all, but Vince wanted to make sure each hen was healthy and there was no risk of any of them 
being egg bound. Checking them each morning prevented any panicked calls to the local vet. 


He lined them up, Ayem first, and crouched down in front of them. 


He caught Ayem’s chin in one hand, keeping the hen’s head up as he wiggled two fingers into 
Ayem’s cunt to feel for any fissures or foreign bumps. 


It all felt good and proper, so Vince pulled his fingers out, wiping his fingers across Ayem's 
cheek. 


The hen glowered at him, struggling to keep up his defiant front with his useless wings 
unable to bat Vince’s hands away or provide him any sort of privacy. 


“Come on,” Vince coaxed with a click of his tongue. “Be a good little hen and lay an egg for 


99 


me. 


He trailed his hand up over Ayem’s stomach to cup the bulge of his womb. He didn’t press, 
wanting Ayem to lay the egg completely on his own, but he wanted to feel the bumps of the 
eggs that still rested inside of him. 


Ayem whimpered, eyes darting to the trough of food. 


Vince just hummed. 


He was in no rush, and this was a waiting game that he always won. 


Ayem's face warmed in Vince’s hand, his blush not obvious but his humiliation heating his 
face against Vince’s touch. After another moment, his stomach tightened, his thighs twitching 
as he struggled to flex the muscles that had been spread wide the entire night. 


He wasn’t as practiced as some of the other hens, so it always took him a bit longer. 


Vince was happy to wait, cooing and clucking his tongue, praising Ayem for being such a 
good hen as he strained to push an egg out of his cunt. 


Ayem’s clit twitched, fat and hard, and the straining effort was starting to show in his face. 


His eyes screwed shut, a bead of sweat collecting on his temple, and yet his cheeks were still 
warm and flushed in Vince’s hand. 


“Almost there,” Vince said, even though he was sure that Ayem wasn’t. It just made the hen 
blush hotter. “Keep going.” 


Ayem had no choice but to obey, struggling to push just a single, soft jelly egg from his 
womb on demand. 


“T would hurry,” Vince teased, glancing over at the bundle of bodies that was still Ross and 
Plymouth. 


Plymouth’s milky thighs were wrapped around Ross’s waist, the rooster’s head buried in the 
hen’s neck. Their hips were tied so tightly together that the only way to tell them apart was 
the color of their skin. 


Vince took a moment to appreciate the undulation of Ross’s thighs, the pulsing in his balls as 
he neared his second orgasm of the morning. His tail feathers fluttered beautifully, his asshole 
clenching around the thick plug with every thrust. 


“As soon as Ross is done with one hen, he moves onto another,” Vince said, his voice lilting 
and threatening. 


Ayem moaned, the muscles in his cunt visably pulsing as he pushed. 


Vince coaxed him, using two fingers to gently stroke Ayem’s clit, circling it to make him drip 
with arousal. It made Ayem’s muscles quiver with the distraction, but the oozing wetness 
would help the egg along. 


Ayem just needed to try harder. 


Ayem mewled, bucking his hips into the touch and struggling to keep his balance in the 
awkward, straining crouch. His defiant facade was cracking as Vince slowly worked his 
fingers in steady circles. 


With a soft cry, Ayem succeeded, the egg slipping from his cunt and thumping into the grass. 
He leaned into Vince’s touch, finally using him for comfort at the humiliation of obeying the 
order, as well as balance, as his thighs quivered and shook. 


He hadn’t cum, but he had been close. Vince had pulled his fingers away a moment too early, 
leaving him dripping and denied as the egg passed. 


Vince just gave him a pat on the cheek using the hand soaked in Ayem’s own slick, making 
the hen grimace in disgust. 


“Good hen.” 


He let Ayem pass them, waddling to the trough and struggling to find the best way to bend 
down and pick at the food. 


Wels was next in line. 


Vince just patted the ground where Ayem had been squatting, the fresh egg still warm from 
his cunt and waiting for one from Wels to join it. 


Wels blushed, but Vince could hear the grumble of his stomach. And food always won with 
the hens. 


He tottered up, placing his chin in Vince’s waiting hand, squeezing his eyes shut and already 
starting to strain. 


Out of all the hens, Wels was probably the least practiced at laying. Vince figured that was 
probably because he was the smallest, and where each night, the hens could practice milking 
the thick cocks they would be perched on and improving their muscles, Wels didn’t have that 
luxury. 


He could only sit, hung on his cunt, without getting any practice in actually squeezing and 
developing his muscles. 


Now he mewled, begging Vince either for help or for mercy, Vince really didn’t know. 


“Go on,” he coaxed. “Empty your eggs and then you can fill your tummy.” 


Wels blushed a splotchy red, his embarrassment so much more visible than Ayem’s. He 
snuffled and sobbed, tears trickling down his cheeks and wetting Vince’s fingers while Vince 
played with his sore cunt. 


Vince spread Wels’s fat lips, exposing his pinkish red insides and waiting for the moment 
when the soft white curve of the egg appeared. He teased the little red nub that was Wels’s 
clit, making the hen buck into his hands and wobble unsteady on the balls of his feet. 


Wels’s cunt throbbed desperately against Vince’s hand, the muscles pulsing but untrained, 
trying to brute force the egg rather than use any sort of technique. 


“Here we go,” Vince coached, keeping a steady rhythm as he circled Wels’s clit. “Feel the 
egg inside of you. Focus on how it pushes against your womb, hm?” 


Wels whimpered, eyes still squeezed shut, but Vince trusted the hen had a vivid imagination. 


“You want to push it out so badly , don’t you,” he coaxed. “So full to bursting, and letting 
down a single egg would feel so good .” 


Wels whimpered, head jerking in Vince’s hold like he wanted to nod. 


“Relax your cunt,” Vince said, his voice now stern as he ordered the hen. “Let the muscles 
work. I know you have those egg laying instincts.” 


Wels was panting, cunt drooling thick, heaving strands of slick onto the grass below him. His 
thighs shook like he was getting closer and closer to cumming, and Vince helped him along, 
continuing to circle his clit and coach him through. 


“Come on,” Vince said. “You’re close, I know it.” 


It was almost a mockery. Wels’s eyes rolled back and his mouth fell open. His hips jerked, 
wildly and uncoordinated, and Vince pulled his fingers away just in time as the egg popped 
through Wels’s cervix and settled in his cunt. 


The hen squawked indignantly at the loss of stimulation, nearly toppling over in the grass 
without Vince’s support. 


“You're just here to lay an egg,” Vince said sternly, giving the quivering fat lips of Wels’s 
cunt a sharp slap. “Come on, push .” 


Wels squeaked at the sharp bite of pain on his too sensitive clit, but then after a moment, he 
was able to collect himself and squeeze. 


He moaned in relief as the egg plopped out of him, joining the one from Ayem in the grass. 


“Good hen,” Vince said, finally letting him go and join Ayem at the trough. 


Wels almost collapsed forward onto his front, catching himself just in time before taking a 
spot next to Ayem. 


Vince grinned at Rhode. 


“Up,” he said, gesturing for the hen’s chin with his hand. 


Blushing, Rhode waddled forward, obediently spreading his legs and letting Vince grope his 
cunt and clit. After making sure everything was healthy and soaked, Vince clicked his tongue, 
signaling that Rhode was free to lay at any time he wanted to. 


Like the other hens, Rhode squeezed his eyes shut in concentration as he tensed his stomach 
muscles, whimpering and moaning as he tried to force an egg out of his womb. 


“And I know you have the most practice of all,” Vince said with a laugh. 


Rhode’s cheeks flushed red, and he grunted in a half acknowledgement. 


His cunt was indeed the most well trained of all of them, the muscles tight and talented. 
Vince had spent many long hours with his fingers and half his fist buried up the tight hole, 
and watching Rhode lay up close and personal was always a treat anyway. 


The hen was less embarrassed than the others, whimpering into Vince’s hand as his thighs 
quivered. 


As the egg started to crown, spreading his hole wide, his clit throbbed in the open air, and 
Vince watched, delighted, as the uncoordinated spasming of Rhode’s thighs became a bit 
more constant and his clit bobbed up and down enthusiastically. 


The orgasm washed over him visibly, making his body buck desperately for more 

stimulation. His eyes rolled back and his mouth dropped open, drool already starting to 
bubble around his lips. His thighs quivered, almost sending him toppling over in the awkward 
stance, and Vince had to hold him steady. 


Cumming just from laying an egg. 


Vince chuckled as Rhode’s moans turned to desperate whimpers as the egg finally dropped 
and the last, usually most intense waves of pleasure, were ruined without further stimulation. 


Rhode dripped pathetically, eyes full of tears at the ruined orgasm, but it wasn’t Vince’s job 
to take care of him that way. Rhode had a rooster for that. 


And it wasn’t Vince’s fault that he was slutty enough to cum from that alone. 


“Good hen,” Vince said, ruffling Rhode’s hair and then letting him stagger to the trough to 
join the others, eyes vaguely unfocused and drool slipping out of the corners of his mouth 
while his empty cunt dripped. 


Ross was just starting to pull away from Plymouth too, peeling himself away from the 
pillowy mounds and starting to rut into the sloppy cunt with more purpose. He could see that 
the rest of his flock was starting to eat and as a proper rooster, he wanted to be there to 
provide and protect his hens. 


Plymouth whimpered underneath him, every little movement jostling his womb and sensitive 
cervix. Ross’s cock had to be buried deep, and with his backed up eggs, his poor stomach was 
swollen to the max. 


He whined, wings splayed open on the grass as Ross gripped the soft folds of his stomach 
and adjusted his stance. 


Vince stood nearby, ready to intervene if Ross got too rough. 


But the rooster knew exactly how to treat his hen. 


Ross rolled his hips, grinding his cock just a bit deeper. Each time he pulled back, he tested 
the waters a bit more, fucking Plymouth with his own womb as the fat head of his cock 
pulled it back and forth. 


Plymouth was in tears, his hips dancing upwards and trying to follow Ross’s cock whenever 
he tried to pull out. He had thoroughly soaked his own thighs though, as well as drenched 
Ross’s cock. It was impossible to tell whether or not he had cum. 


Ross was a diligent lover though, and even if his hens didn’t cum on his cock, he would 
spend long hours perched between their legs anyway, lapping and pecking at their sensitive 
little clits until they shuddered and spilled into his mouth. 


By the end of the day, most the hens would be wrung dry, eager to huddle back in their coop 
even if that meant perching on their designated cocks. 


With one last heave, Ross yanked his cock back, successfully popping out of Plymouth’s 
womb as the hen squawked and heaved. 


Vince didn’t even have to inspect Plymouth like the rest of the hens. Even from where he 

stood, he could see the slumped, gaping entrance of Plymouth’s cunt, the pinkish red mouth 
gasping and fluttering. It gaped open enough that Vince could even see the hen’s womb, the 
swollen, round donut of his cervix a second mouth that pulled tight after a gasping moment. 


And then, before Vince could blink, three eggs slipped out of Plymouth in quick succession 
along with a glut of Ross’s cum. 


With his womb fucked that open, there was no risk he would be egg bound. 


Vince nudged Plymouth’s prone body with a boot until the hen managed to heave himself up 
and roll himself over. 


He flopped forward on his front, ungangley and uncoordinated until he managed to use his 
wings to push himself up. He moaned and flushed as just the change in position dumped 
three more eggs from his cunt before he managed to squeeze the muscles shut and hold 
himself together. 


He hobbled forward to join the other hens at the trough, slumping over the feed to weakly lap 
at the grain. 


Ross was invested in giving every hen a once over. 


He brushed over Rhode and Plymouth, satisfied with them for now. 


Ayem grunted as his meal was interrupted, huffing and flapping his wings as Ross bullied 
him away from the trough. He reared his head back, bearing his teeth at Ross, but the rooster 
was more coordinated on his feet, and, despite his smaller size, was able to tip Ayem onto his 
back and pin his wings. 


Ayem grunted as Ross’s hips settled over his face, his now softening cock flopping against 
his cheek. It smeared his cheek in the slick left from Plymouth’s cunt, but Ross was smart 
enough to keep his cock away from Ayem’s dangerous beak and bite. 


He was more concerned with bracing his wings against Ayem’s knees to keep his legs spread, 
clamping his mouth around Ayem’s clit and sucking hard. 


The other hens were too preoccupied with getting as much food into their stomachs as fast as 
possible, knowing that as soon as Ross turned his attention to them, there was little they 
could do to resist. 


Vince figured he would get them tail feathers at some point. 


It was already adorable to see their pert little asses in a line, cunts up, watching their 
quivering holes occasionally pass an egg. It didn’t even stop them from eating, just made 
them moan in pleasure and humiliation around their mouthfuls. They would look even cuter 
with tail feathers to wag, the tips curling down to tickle the lips of their cunts in between 
Ross’s fucking. 


Off to the side, Ross was buried nose-deep in Ayem’s cunt, vigorously eating him out and 
desperate to get the salty spray of his squirt that Ayem was so stubborn to give up. 


Ayem had his head turned to the side, grimacing as Ross’s soft cock and balls slapped across 
his cheek and forehead. His chest heaved as he struggled to hold himself back, but Ross was 
better. 


The rooster pulled back just for a sip of oxygen before diving back in, the bottom half of his 
face already drenched. He wrapped his lips around Ayem’s cock, the hen’s thighs quivered, 
and as Ross’s cheeks concaved with the suction, it was the final straw. 


With a cry of dismay, Ayem lost the war, tipping over the edge and succumbing to Ross’s 
mouth. 


His back arched, body bucking violently and his hips jumped forward, and Ross had to fight 
to stay on top of him. 


Ross’s eyes lit up with delight at the arching spray, wrapping his mouth over Ayem’s cunt and 
drinking him down. His tail fluttered happily, his ass shaking in delight as he savored his treat 
and sucked Ayem through his own orgasm. 


When his head finally popped back up, tongue hanging out as he tried to catch every little last 
drop from Ayem’s cunt, Vince clicked his tongue and whistled his approval. 


“Good boy,” he praised. “You keep your hens happy, I’ll be back to put them up at night.” 


Ross didn’t even acknowledge the words, already moving onto the next hen. 


Wels, the runt of the flock and the closest in size to Ross, needed the most careful attention. 


Ross looked over his face, checking Wels for any tears that needed to be lapped away. Wels, 
ever exhausted from his nights in the coop, just let himself be maneuvered, willingly lifting 
his wings and even stepping away from the trough as Ross inspected him. 


It was like Ross knew Wels was the smallest and needed the most care, knocking him over 
and pinning him on his back. He wasn’t ready to breed the hen, instead kissing him deeply to 
share his idea of a treat with the hen. 


Wels moaned, eyes fluttering closed as Ross’s tongue probed his mouth. The kiss was messy 
and sloppy, as Ross drooled into the hen’s mouth, wanting to pass as much of the taste of 
Ayem’s cunt into Wels. Their tongues tangled together as Wels tried to fight back as best as 
he could, inevitably submitting underneath Ross and accepting his fate. 


Ross was well practiced and firm, and by the time he pulled back and let Wels breathe, the 
hen was gasping and heaving underneath him. 


His eyes rolled back at the lack of oxygen, eggs still slipping out of his weak cunt, 
disorienting him with the pleasure and panic. He bucked his cunt against Ross’s cock, 
desperate for just a little more stimulation to tip him over the edge. 


Unlike the other hens, he had no chance to cum while he was perched in the coop and Ross 
was almost more concerned with babying and loving on him rather than to fuck him like the 
other hens. It was like he was scared of breaking Wels with his cock, which kept the hen pent 
up and desperate for more attention. 


Which Ross loved. 


It meant Wels always stuck close to his side and didn’t wander off like the other hens. Ross 
fretted over his flock, but Wels was happy to be under his wing. 


When Ross pulled away from the kiss to lick his lips to catch his own breath, even though 
Wels was panting just as much, he still chased after Ross’s mouth, licking at his chin to clean 
the last traces of Ayem’s cunt off his face. 


He mewled for Ross’s tongue again, any stimulation and attention, as if just kissing the 
rooster would be enough to help him cum. 


Ross was more than happy to oblige him, pinning him in the grass and kissing him until the 
lack of air made Wels’s eyes roll back in his head. Each pass of an egg pushed him ever so 
slightly closer to cumming, but Ross would always pull away at the last minute, needing to 
catch his own breath as he nuzzled against Wels’s neck. 


And Wels would whine in frustration, slumping back into the grass as any progress he made 
towards cumming slipped away. 


Ross cycled through his little flock throughout the rest of the day, recovering from his 
morning breedings and having each of them on their backs at some point during the 
afternoon. Their wombs slowly emptied their eggs, scattering them across the yard. Vince 
would clean them up later, washing them under a hose before feeding them back into the 
system to be pumped back into the hens’ wombs. 


And by the time the sun started to dip in the sky, the hens knew to frantically squeeze their 
cunts to get out any last eggs before Vince put them up for the night. 


In fact, his casual whistling as he strolled across the yard nearly sent them scattering in a 
panic, only kept together by Ross’s stern control. 


They squatted, straining, desperate to empty themselves out before being perched. 


“Come on, everyone,” Vince called with a sharp whistle, keeping his arms wide as he started 
to herd them in the direction of the coop with Ross’s help. 


They squawked and squabbled, tipping over and floundering. They flapped their wings and 
did their best to keep their balance in their awkward squats, but they made it eventually. 


They lined up like they always did--Rhode, Plymouth, Ayem, and little Wels taking up the 
rear--under Ross’s stern correction. 


Vince unlatched the door of the coop and swung it open, stepping to the side to let them all 
shuffle in. They each stopped at Vince, blushing as they opened their mouths to accept their 
gags, and Vince tightened each of them firmly. 


There was always a mix of fear and apprehension in the coop at night, the hens all eager to 
get away from Ross but terrified of the monstrous cocks they would be perched on for the 
night. 


“Alright, everyone,” Vince said, lowering the row of cocks and gesturing for the hens to step 
up. “Perch.” 


They mewled and daudled but, like always, they ended up positioning their slack, empty 
cunts over the tips of the dildos. 


Vince walked down the line, pumping his fingers in and out to make sure each was empty 

and wet enough before spreading their lips and letting each squat down to let the tips enter. 
By the time he was back at the lever, each hen was near tears, shivering and shuddering in 

anticipation. 


They strained up as straight as they could with the ties on their legs, but the fake cocks were 
already halfway up their cunts and there was no way to escape. 


The first adjustment of the lever drove the dildos upwards, far too quickly and mechanical for 
it to be comfortable as the machinery slammed loudly. 


The hens all squawked, flapping their wings in distress as their bodies jolted and they 
strained to keep their feet on the floor and find a comfortable position. They sank down inch 
by inch as their muscles and cunts gave out, a compromise between being able to dance on 
their tiptoes while having their lips spread even wider. 


Poor little Wels was the worst off, kicking his feet as his stomach tightened, desperate to keep 
him upright as he balanced impossibly on his cunt and his cunt alone. 


Whistling idly to himself, Vince caught Wels’s shoulders, pushing him back against the wall 
and finally tightening the collar around his neck to keep him upright. 


Wels was panting, the strain making blood rush to his face as his breath whistled around his 
gag. 


Vince just patted his chest with a supportive smile. 


It was always nice as the hens finally quieted down for the night, their squawks and yelps and 
whimpers dying down as they all shifted their focus into keeping as much of their feet on the 
ground and their weight off of their cunts. 


Ross made sure to check each other again, following Vince down the line to lap at their 
thighs and give their quivering little clits one last kiss or suck. Vince made sure they were all 
sitting properly, giving the taut elastic between their thighs and ankles the occasional pluck, 
checking the fabric for wear and tear. 


To Vince’s surprise, Plymouth was sitting a bit lower than usual, able to dance on the balls of 
his feet rather than his toes. His cunt looked fine, flushed and dripping, and as Vince probed 
his stomach, he found the answer. 


“Awe, did your womb finally open up?” he said, applying a bit of pressure so he could feel 
the hard bump inside of his guts. 


Plymouth had tears streaming down his cheeks, whimpering around his gag as the fullness in 
his cunt now spilled over into his womb. He would no doubt be stuffed with eggs by 
tomorrow morning, with the cock able to pump them directly into his womb, but Vince was 
confident that he would be able to lay them just fine. 


“Good hen,” Vince praised, patting Plymouth’s quivering thighs and giving him a proud nod. 


None of the other hens were out of place, though Wels’s eyes had already rolled back under 
the strain. His legs had gone still, but he was breathing fine and his cunt fluttered and 
clenched in his sleep, enjoying being filled after Ross’s teasing all day. 


So Vince gave the lever one last pull to properly put the hens up for the night. 


The last jarring jerk of the mechanics have them all heaving and flapping, dancing on their 
toes and using their wings as best as they could to stay balanced. Plymouth was yanked up 
onto his toes again, though he still sat lower than normal. 


“Are they all good, boy?” Vince asked Ross, watching as the rooster finally backed away 
with a satisfied bob of his head, obediently heading for the door without Vince having to herd 
him out himself. 


Vince clicked off the coop’s light, closing and locking the door to prevent any predators or 
animals from messing with the flock during the night. 


Ross had his own spot in the barns, a little nest of hay next to his personal feed and water 
dishes that he eagerly settled down in. Vince filled the bowls for the night, knowing that Ross 
usually made sure the hens got fed first during the day rather than selfishly focusing on 
himself. 


As Vince walked back to the farmhouse, he could just barely make out the soft sobbing and 
cooing from the coop of the hens properly settling, and he smiled to himself. 


Tomorrow would be exactly the same. 


End Notes 


i'm still on the hell site,, follow for updates uwu 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


